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THE ABBEY OF LA TEAFPE LN KENTULKY.

TOREthan two hundred and
A | hity years have passed
away since the Cardinal
de Richelien stood ac the
baptizmal loot a5 sponsor
to 1 name that within the
pale of the Church was
degtined to become more
i _ famgus than his own.

. Bu: the world has well-
wigh forsotten Richelien’s podson. Perthaps
o’rﬁy the ueless student oig biography now
tums the pages that record his sxtracrdinary
career, ponders the strange unfolding of his
moral natorg, 15 moved by the 4 pathos
af his dying houte. The demands of hiseoric
clearness and perspective which enforce some
meotion of him here may not, therefore, ap-
pear unfortunate. Dominique Armand-Jean
It Douthillict de Rancé! How cleverly, while
scarcely out of short-clothes, did he puzzle
the king's confessor »ith questions on FHomer,
and at the age of thirteen publish an edition
of Anacreon | O ancient, lustrious biveh, and
heir to an almost ducal house, how tenderly
favored was he by Marie de Médicis; hap-
pr-hearted, kindly, sunasive, how idolized b
a gorgeous court! In what afflucnce of ng
laces did he dress ; in what irresistible violet-
colored closs coats, with emeralds at his wrisg-
bands, a diamond on hiz finger, red heels on
his shoes] How mimbly he capered through
the dance with a sword on his hipl How
bravely he planned quests afer the manner
of knights of the Round Table, meaning to
tzke for himseli, doubtless, the part of Lan-
celor! How exquisicely, and ardently, and ah!
how ftally he Airted with the incomparable
ladiesin the circle of Madame de Bambouillet!

And with a zest for spost as great as his une.
tion for the priestly office, how wittily — laying
one hand on his heart gnd waving the other
through the air— could he bow and say, “ This
raoroing I preached like an angel; L) bunt
like the devil this afternoont™

All at voce bis Jde broke in two when half
spent. He ceased to hunt like the dewl, to
adore the flesh, 10 scandalize the world ; and
retiring to the ancient Abbey of La Tiappe
n N otmandy,— the spongorizl gift of his Em.
inence and favored by many po there
undertook the diﬁlcu’igtask gfm the
mlaxed Benedictines. The old abbey — situ.
ated in a great fog-covered basm ¢cocompassed
by dense woods of beech, oak, and linden, and
therefore always gloomy, unhealthy, and for-
bidding — was in rmins. One ascended by
means af a ladder from floor to rotting Roor.
The refectory had become & place where the
monks assemlbled to play a1 bowls with world-
Iings. The dommitory, mxposed to wind, rain,
and snow, had been given up to owls, Each
maonk slept wheve he could ang would, Inthe
church the stones were scattered, the walls
unsteady, the pavement was broken, the bell
ready to [l As a single solemn remiodec
of the vanished spint of the place, which had
been founded by 5t. Stephen and St. Bemand
in the twellth century, with the intention of
reviving in the Western Church the bright
examples of [rimitive sanctity fornished by
Eastern solitaries of the third and fourth, one
read over the door of the cloister the words
of Joremiah: Sededid sofitaring of facedit, The
few monks who remained in the convent
were, a5 Chateaybriand says, also in a state
of nuns. They preferred sipping ratafa to
reading their brevizries; and when De Rancé
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undertook to enforce a reform, they threaten=d
to whip him well for his pains. He, in turmn,
threatened them with the royal interfer=nce,
and they submmitced. There, accordingly, he
inttodoced a system of ralez that a sybarite
might have wept over even to hear récited;
- capried intc practice cenobitical austeriries
that recallad the models of pious anchorites
in 5yria and Thebals; and gave {ts peculiar
meaning to the word ©“Trappast,” a name
which has since been taken by all Cistercian
communities embraciog the reform of the fist
monastery.

In the retivement of this tass of woods and
thy De Rancé passed the test of his long life,
duing nothing more worldly, perhaps, than
quoting Arjstophanes and Horace to Bossuet,
and aflowing himsell to be entertamed by

Pellisson, carefally exhibiting the sceomplish-  wa

mpents of hizeducared spider, There, b acuge
agey of body and perizet meekness of spint,
a worn and weary old man, with time encugh
to remember his youthfol ardors and ¢meralds
and illusions, he watched his mortal end draw
slowly oear. And there, asking to be buried in
some desolate spot,—some old battle-field,—

he died at lasi, extending his poor macersted so
body on the cross of Wlessed dinders and straw,  mig

and commending his poor penitent sool to the
pure mercy of Heaven,

A wonderfol spectacle to the less fervid
Ben-e:ch{:nues of tll:ecc]mmg seventeenth cen-
tuey tnust have seemed the work of De Rancé
in that old Norman abbey. A strange com-
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pany of human souls, atracted by the former
disunction of the t abbot as well as by
the peculiar vows of the inztitute, must have
come together in its silent halls! Oone hears
many stories, io the lighter vein, regarding
some of itlsinmates. Thus, there was a certain
furtous ex-trgoper, lately reeking with blood,
it seems, who pot himself niuch commended
by living on baked apples, and 2 young noble-
man who devoted himself te the work of wash-
ing daily the monastery spittoons. Onebrother,
the story runs, having one day said there was
too much salt in his scaldimg-hot broth, im-
mediately burst into tears of contrition for his
wickednessin complaining ; and anotbor went
for 5o many years without raising his eyes that
he knew not 2 new chapel had been built, and
50 qluit-: cracked his skenll one day against the

The abbey was an asylum for the poor and
helpless, the shipwrecked, the conscience-
stricken, and the broken-hearted —for that
meditative type of fervid piaty which for ages
las looked upon the clokter as the true earth.-
ly paradise wherein to rear the difficult edifice
of the soul's salvation. Much noble blogd
ht De EKancé's rerreat, to wash our, if
t be, s temifying stains; and more than
one recklass spitit went thither to take upon
jtself the voke of purer, sweeter usa

De Rancé's work remaing an influence in
the workd. His monastery and his reform con-
stitute the true background of material and
spiritnal fact againel which to outline the

-
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present Abhey of La Trappe in Kentucky.
Even when thus dearly viewed, it seems
placed where it is only by some ireak of his-
tory. An abbey of La Trappe in Kentucky!
How ureerly inhamocnious with every element
of itz environment appears this fragment of
old French monastic life! It is the twelith
century touching the lase of the ninsteenth
—the Old World reappearing in the New.
Here are French faces — here iz the French
tongue. Here is the identical white cowl pre-
sented to blezsed St Alberick in the forests
of Burgundy mict huodred years ago. Here
i5s the rule of St. Banedict, patriarch of the
Western moonks in the sixth century. When
ane is piut out at the wayside station, amidst
woodlands and feldsol Indian-com, and, leay-
ing all the world behind him, turns his foot-
steps across the country towards the abbey
more than a nile away, the seclusion of the
region, its ineffable quietuds, the infinite spir
itual isolation of the lifs passed by the silent
brotherhaod — all hring vividly Dbefore the
mind the image of that ancient distant abbey
with which this pie holds connection so sacred
and s0 clase, Is it not the vertable spot in
Normandy ¥ Here too is the broad bosin of
retired country ; here are the densely wooded
hills, shutting it i frem all the world; here
the orchards and wineyards and gardens of
the asceiic devotees; and as the nighr (alls
from the low blurred sky of ashen-gray, and
cuts short 4 silent contemplation of the scene,
bere too one Ands onc's self, like some belated
traveler in the dangerous forests of old, hurry -
itlg on to reach the porter'slodge and ask ad-
mission within the sacred wallz to enjoy the
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hospitality of the venerable
ablot. [tisinteresting toin-
quire how thisreligious exotic
from another clime and an-
other ag= ever came to be
planted in such a spot.

r-

For nearly a century after
the death of De Rancé it is
known that his followers
faithiully maintained his re-
form at La Trappe. Then the
French Revolation drove the
Troppists as wandcrers into
yamous countriss, sndthe ab-
bey was made a foundry for
carmon. A small branch of
the order came in 1504 to the
United States znd established
itzelf for a while in Pennsyl-
vania, bursoon turnedis eyes
towards the greater wilids and
sulitudes of Kentucky. For thiz therve was sul-
ficient reason. It must be remembered that
Kentucky was early a great pioneer of the
Catholic Church in the United States. Here
the first episcopal see of the West was erect-
e, and Pardetown held spiritual junisdiction,
within certain parallels of tatitade, over zll
States apd Territorics between the two occans.
Here too were the first Catholic missionanies of
the Wesl, except thoses who were to be found
in the French stations along the Wabash and
the Mississippi. Indeed, the Catholic popula-
tion of Eentucky, which was principally de-
gcended [rom the colonists of Lord Baltimore,
bad begun o =nter the State as early as 1795,
the nucleus of their settleraents soon becoming
Nelzon County, the locality of the present ab.
Ley., Likewise it should e remembered thac
the Catholic Church in the United States, es-
pecially that portion of 1t in Kentucky, owes
a great debt to the zeal of the exiled French
clergy of those early days. Thatbun:,rnm:'}r and
elasticity of the French
character which nat-
urally adaptz it o
every  clircwmstance
and emergency was
then most démandsd
and wmost efficacious,
From these exiles the
infant missions of the
Gtate were supplied
with their most de-
voted Jaborers.

Rither, according-
ly, the Trappists re.
moved from Pennsyl-
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vania, establishing themselvas on Fottinger's
Creek, near Rohan's Knob, severz] nmles
fcom the present sive. But they eemained
ooly a few years. The climate of Kenmcky
was deemed il suited to their Wife of unrc
laxed asceticism, and, moreover, their restiess
superios bad conceived a desire to Chris-
tianize Indian children, and £0 removed the
langnishing settlement to Misspuri. There
15 oot 5 for following the solemn march
of those austers exiles through the wilder-
nesses of the New World, From Missour
they went to an ancient Indian buryng-
ground in DOlinois 2nd there built up a sort
of village in the heact of the praine; but the
great mortality from which they suffered am
the subsidence of the jury of the French Rev-
olution recalled them in 1¥13 to France, to
1ecceupy the establishments rom which they
had been banished.

It was of this body that Dickens, in his
* American Motes,"” wrote as follows :

Logming wp in the distance, 2y we vode along, was an.
ofher of the ancient Indian burial-places, called Monk's
Mpoand, in memery of 2 body of fanatics of the order
of La Trappe, whi lounded o desolae convent there
mATy Foars 4go, when thers weores oo seUilements
within & thaegand tniles, and were all swept off by the
peruickons climate . in which lameniable faiality few
rotienal pecple will suppesa, perhaps, thel sodsty ¢x-
pecianced any very severe deprivanan.

EBut it iz almost too late to say that in these
“Motes™ Dickens was oot always sither
kindly or correct.

This is a better place in which to state a2
miracle than to discuss it; and the [ollowing
account of 3 heavenly pontent, which i= re-
tated 10 have been vouchsaled the Trappists
while sojouming in Kentucky, may be given
without comment:

In the year 150F the moon, 'b:in{;'lmﬂ abont Wi
thirdy fall, preaented a mast reneickable appearince.
A bright, lominons eress, ¢learly defined, was seen in
the heavens, with its arms intersecting the center of

SILENT BROTHERFOAD.

the moap. Om=ach gide too smalter crosses were alse
distinetly visable, thomgh the portitns of them mozt
distant the moon were more fainkly merked.
This strange phenomenan continged for seversl honrs
amd was witnessed by the T ists on their arising,
as uspal, at midnight, 1o sing the Divine praise.

The present maonastery, which is called the
Abbey of Gethzemane, owes it2 oTigin IRme-
diately to the Abbey of La Meilleraye, of the
department of the Loire-Inirieoarc, France.
The abbot of the latter had concluded arrange-
ments with the French Government to found
a houze in the island of Marbnique on an ez
tzte grant#d by Louwiz Philippe; bot thiz mon-
arch’s rule having beesn overturned, the plan
waz abandoned 1 favor of a colony in the
ITnited Scates. Two fathers, with the view of
selecting a site,came to New York in the sum.
mer of 1848, and naturally tumed their eyes 1o
the Catholic scttlements 1o Keotucky and to
the domain of the pionesr Trappists.  In the
autwmn of that year, accordingly, about forcy-
five “ rehgious ™ loit the mother-abhey of La
Meilleraye, set zail feom Havee de Grace for
New Orleans, went thence by Loat to Louis-
ville, and from this point walked to Gethsem-
ane, a distance of some sixty milss. Although
scattered among varous countries of Burope,
the Trappists have but two convents in the
United States—this, the oldest, and one near
Dubugue, Iowa, a colony from the abbey n
Ireland,

BY TAB
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Taz domain of the abbey comprises some
geventeen burdred acres of land, part of which
is iiflable, while the mest consists of o Tange of
wonded knobs that furnish timber to the mon-
astery steam sawemill. Around this domain
lie the homestcads of Kentucky farmers, whe
make, alas] indiferent monks. Cne leaves the
public road that winds across the open couns
try and approaches the monastery through a
lomg level avenue, incloged on each sids by
& hedge-row of cedars and shaded by neady
a hundred beautifnl English elms, all the off-
iEri.ng of a single parent siem, Traversing

is dim, sweet apot, where no sound is heard
but the waving of boughs and the softensd
tiotes of birds, one reaches the porter'’s lﬂi]ge,
& low brick building, on ¢ach side of which
extends the high brick wali that separates
the mmet from the outer world,  Passmig be-
neath the archway of the lodge, one discor-
ers a gracein] bit of landscape gardening —
walks [inged with cedars, elaborately de-
signed beds for Aowers, pathways so thickly
sirewn with sawdust that the heaviest foot-
fall iz vohenyd, & soft burf of green traversed
only by the gentle shadows of the pious-inok-
ing Benedictine trees; a At spot lor recrea-
tion and meditaticn. It ¥ with a sort of
worldly start that you come upgn an inclos.
ure at one end of these grounds wherein a
populovs family of white-cowled tabbits tLip
around in the most noiseless Gshion.

Architecturally thete is
little 1o please the wu-
thetic sense in the manas-
tery building, along the
7 while frant of which these
grounds extend. It s
a preat ruadrangular pile
of brick, theee stores
high, heated by furnaces
anel  lighted by gas—
modern appliances which
heighten the contrazt with
the ancient life  whose
needsthey subsetve. With-
in rthe quadcangle is o

reen inner court, also

autifully lzid off. One
vanels. th side of i..tj cumiu;sts r%l‘ twir
cnapels, the one a nated O the oiding
ger\rpi‘ces of the Chm End entered fom ““hr;:r
out-the abbey-wall by all who desire; the
other, consccrated to the offices of the Trap-
pist order, entered only from within, snd ac-
cessible exclusively 1o males. It is here that
one finds oocasion to remember the Trappist's
vaw of poverty., The vesttneénts are far from
sich, 1he decorations of the altar far from splen-

===
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did. The crucifivion scenz behind the allar
consisis of wooden figures carved by one of
the monks now dead and painted with ictle art.
Mo tender light of many bues here streams
through long windews nch with holy remi-
nizcence :mf antiztic fancy. The chureh has,
glbeir, a certain beauty of its own——that
charm which is ins¢parable from fing dePW-
tion in stone and from graceidlly disposed
columns growing into the arches of the lofiy
roof. But the cold gray of the interior, severs
and unrelieved, bespeaks a place where the
soul comes ko lay itsell in sienphicity before the
Eternal 23 it would upon 4 naleed, ealitary rock
of the desert, Elsewherein the abbey,of course,
Breatkt cvidences of volive
poverty acour—in thevari.
pus statues and shrines of
the Virgn, in the pictures
and printsthat hang in the o
main front comidor —in

all that appentains to the
material hie of the com-
trunity,

Just gutsida the church,
beneath the perpetual ben-
cdiction of the cross on =
spire, is the guiet ceme- #
tery garth where the dead 7§
are side by side, their 3
araves coversd with myr-
tle, and each haviog for

FHE QUK.
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its headstone a plain wooden crucifix beat-
ing the religious name and the station of him
who lies below — Father Honorins, Father
Timotheus, Brother Hilarius, Brother Eutre
pius. Who are they ? And whence ? And by
what familiar names were they greeted on
the old play-grounds and baitle-fields of the
world ¢

The Trappists de not, as it is commonly
understood, daily dig a portien of their own

BEPCHLE
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graves. When one of them dies and has besh
buried, a new grave is begop beside the one
just filled, 2z a reminder to all the survivors
that ome uf them must surely take hiz place
ther¢in. So, (oo, when each seeks the ceme-
tery |l1|||:li:|5:u1'v:31 tn bours of holy meditation,
and, standing bare.header among the graves,

prays softly for the souls of bis departed breth-
ren, he may come for a ime to thic unfin-
ished grave, and, kneeling on the mde board
Placed at tha head, pray Heaven, if he be neat,
to dismiss hiz soul in peace.

A FOME OF THE SILENT BROFHERIMNN,

MNor do they sleep in the dack, alject ken-
nel, which the imagination, in the light of
medieval higtory, constncts ag the troe monk's
cell. By the rule of 5t. Bepedict, they sleep
apart but in the zame place, apd the dormi-
tory is & great upper room, well lighted and
clean, i the bmy of which g general frame-
work several Feet high is divided into parti-
tioos What lagk like narrow berths,

It is while going froe place to place in the
abbey and considering the other buildings con.
pected with it that one grows deeply inter-
ested in a subject but Little undesstond —the
dail¥ life of the monks.

I,

We have all acquired poetical and pictorial
conceptions of monks—praying with wan
faces and wpturned eycs hall dackened by the
shadowing cowl, the coarss serge fallme away
lromm the emaciated neck, the hands press
ing the crugifix close to the heart; and along
with this type has always bsen assoctated a
certain dea of cloistral lile — that it was an
existence of vacancy and idleness, or ot best
ol deep meditation of the soul broken only by
express spiritual devotions, There is ancther
kind of monk, of conrze, with all the marks
of which we seem waditonally faroiliar; the
monk with the rubicund face, sleek poll,
goodd eplgnstm: development, and =lightly
unsicady gait, with whom, in turn, we have
connected a deferant phasa of conventual dis-
cipling — fat capon znd stubble goose, and
midright convivial chantings growing ever
more fast and {uncus, but finally dying away
in & heavy stertorous calm. Toetry, ar, the
drama, the novel, have each portrayed humean
nature in orders; the saint.like monk, the in-
tellectual monk, rhe bibulous, the l'elomuu.s, the
fighting monk {who loves not the hermit of

manhorst 7}, ol the memory is stored
and the imagination precccupied.

Living for a while in a Trappst monastery in
rmodern America, one gets a pleasant infusion
of actual experience, and is gﬁpﬂsed to Insist
upon the existénce of otheér typas no less pic-
turesque and on the whole much more accept-
able. He fitels himzelf, for one thing, brought
face to face with the working mook. Idleness
to the Trappist is the enemy of the soul, and
one of his vows is manual labor. Whatever 2
monk’s previous station may have been, he
must perfotm, according to abbatial direction,
the most menial services. None are exernpt
from work; there is no place among them for
the sluggard. When it 1= borne in mind that
the abbey is a selfdependent ipstitution,
where the healthy must be maintained, the
sick cared for, the dead buried, the necessity
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For much wark becomes manifest. In Fact, the
occupations are aboot as varous as those of
a modermn factory. There 15 scope for intcl-
lects of all s and talents of well-nigh
every obder, Dally life, wnremittingly fram
year ko year, is an exact systetn of dutes
and hours. The building, covering about an
acre of ground and penctrated by corrideors,
must be kept fatltlassly clean, There are
three kitchens,—one for the guests, one ior the
community, and one for the mficm ary,— that
require each a cegeimarins and separate as-
sistants. Thers is a tinker's shop and a phar-
macy ; asaddlery, where the braken gear used
in cullivating the monastery Jands is mended ;
a tailor's shop, where the worn garments are
patched ; ashoemaker'sshop, where thecoarse,
heary shoes of the monks are made and cob-
Hed; and a barber’s shop, where the Tra
pist beard i= shaved twice a month and the
Trappis; head iz monthly shorn.

Outdoors the occupations are even mpore
varied. The community do not dll the farm,
The greater part of their land is accupied by
tenant fatmers, and what they reserve for
their own use 15 cultivated by the so-called
“ fannily brothers,” who, it is due to say, have
0o farmilies, bat live as celibates on the abhey
domain, subject to the abbot's authority, with-
out bemg mambers of the order. The monks,
however, do labor in the ampie gardens, or-
chards, and wngyard from wihich they de-
rive their sustenance, it the steam saw-mill
and grain-mili, in the damy and the cheese
factory. Thus picturesquely engaged one may
find them in autumn: monks gatherdnp appies

VoL XXXVI.—bg,

and making barrel ofter barrel of pungent
cider, which is stored away In the vast cellar
as their only beverage except water; monks
repairing the shingle roof of a stable; monks
feeding the buge swine which they fatten
for the hoard of their carnal guests, or the
floceeriog multitude of chickens o the
egge and young of which they devive a slen-
der revenue ; monks gmured in the garden
around a green and purple heap of tuenips,
to be stored up as & wintér relish of no mean
distinction.

Amidst such scenes one fargets all £lse while
enjoying the waalth and freshness of artistic
mitects. What & picture is this young Belgian
cheese-maker, his steeves rolled up above the
elbows of his brawny arms, his t pinkish
hands buried in the golden curds, the ap of
his serge closk falling back and showipg his
closely clipped golden-brown hair, blue eyes,
and c¢lear delicate skm! Or this Auvstralian
ex-farmer, as he stands by the hngper of grist
or lays on his shoulder a bag of four jor the
coarse brown bread of the monks. Or this
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dark old French opera-singer, who strutted
his briel hour on many a European stage,
bat now hobbles around, 2l hoary in his cowl
and blanched with age, to pick up a handful
of gaie. Or thi= athletic, superbly formed
young Inshmac, throsting a greaé iron prod
mio the glowing coals of the san-mill -
nace. Or this slender Switzer, your attend-
ant in the refectory, with great keys danghng
from his leathern cincture, who stands by
with Bolded hands and bowed head while
you are eating the pagan meal he bas pre-

rad, snd prays that you may be forgiven
DF enjoying it

From vadous coontries of the Old World
men find their way into the Abbey of Geth-
semane, but amnong them are oo Amcricans.
Repearedly the latter have made the sxpen-
ment, zod have always fajled o persevere _u].)
to the final consecration of the white cowl.
The faitest warning is given to the postulant.
He is made w understand the entire extent
of the obligation he has assumed; and ooly
after passing through a novitiate, prolonged



A HOME QF THE JILENT RROFHERFIOD.

at the discrerion of the ahbot, is he admiled
io-the vowe that must be kept unbroken wll
death. :

V.

From the striking materia] aspects of their
daily Life, however, one 1z soon recalled to a
sense of therr subordination to spititusl aims
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and half of cream, The guest-master, whose
business it is to act as your guide through the
abhey and the grounds, is warily mindful of his
special functions and requests you to address
pone but him. Only the abbot 1z free to speak
when ang as his judgment may appiove. It
is silence, says the Trappist, that shuts out
new ideas, worldly topics, controversy, It is

THE EREFHCTDRY.

and pledges; for upon them all, like a spell
of enchantment, lies the sacred slence. The
honcy bas been taken froin the bees with so-
leminty; the grapes have been gathered with-
out song and mirth, The vow of life-long
silence taken by the Trappist must of course
not be construed literally ; but zfter all there
are only two occasions during which it is com-
pletely set aszide —when confessing his sins
and when singing the offices of the Chureh.
At all other times his tongue becomes, as far
as possible, a superfluous member; be speaks
only by permission of his superior, and always
snplgly and to the peint, The monk at work
with another exchanges with hir only the few
low, necessary words, and those that provoke
0o laughter.  Of the three so-called monastic
graces, Siepficitor, Bendirnitas, FAilaritas, the
last is not his. Even i necessary speech he
it raught ko substitute a language of signs, 49
fully systemarized as the speech of the deaf
and dumb. Should he, whil at work, wound
his fellaw-workman, sorrow may be expressed
by striking his breast, A desire to confess is
shown by lifting ong hand te the mouth and
striking the breast with the other. The maker
of cheese crosses twa ingers at che middle point
to let you know that it is made half of milk

silence that ¢nables the sowl to contemplate
with singleness and mortification the infinite
perfections of the Eternal.

In the sbbey it is this all-pervasive hush
that falls like a leaden pall upon the stranger
who has rushed i from the alking universe
and this country of free speech. Are these
priests modern survivals of the rapt solitanies
of India ? The days pass, and the woild, which
geemead in hailing distance to you at fiest, has
teceded to dine remoteness. You stand at the
witndow of your room looking out, and hear
in the autunon trees only the Aute-like note of
some migratory bird, passing slowly on towards
the seuth with all its kind., You hatan within,
and hear but a key wrning in distant Jocks
and the slow retreating footsteps of sorne dusky
figure returniog to its Llonely selk-communings.
The wtmost precaution is taken to avoid noise;
in the dormitory not even your guide will speak
to you, Dot explzing by gesture and signs. Dur-
ing the short siesta dhe Trappiss allow them-
selves, if one of them, not wishing to slesp,
gets parmission to read in his so-called vell,
he wuat tum the pages of his beok inand-
ibly. In the refectory, while the meal is eaten
and the appointed reacler in the tribune goes
through a service, if one through carelessness
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makes 2 noize by s0 much as dropping a fork
or a spoon, he leaves his seat and prostrates
himself on the Aoct until bidden by the supe-
rior to anze. The same penance is nndergone
in the chorch by any one who should distract
attention with the clasp of bis book. -

A bard life, to purely human seeming, doss
the Trappist make for che body. He thinks
nothing of it. Ttis his evil tenement of flesh,

CaAFTER b,

whose humora are an impediment ta sanchi-
fication, whoee propensites are to be kept
down by the practice of zll austerities. To it
in part alt his monastic vows are addressed —

mpetual and uiter poverty, chastity, manual
abor, silence, zeclusion, penance, obedicnce,
The perfections and pglories of his monaetic
stare culminate in the complete abnegation
and destruction of animal nature, and m the
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correspondence of his earthly Bie with the
boliness of divine instruction. The war of the
Jesuit i& with the world ; the war of the Trap-
Fist is with himself, From his namow bed, on
which are simply a coarse thin matiress, pil-
low, sheet, and coverlet, he Tizes at 2 o'clock,
on certain days at 1, on others yet at 12, He
has not undressed, bot hae slept in his daily
garb, with the cinctore around his waist.
This dress consists, if he be a brother, of
the roughest dark-brown sergelike stuff, the
over-garmment of which is a long mobe;'if a
father, of a similar materlal, but white in eolar,
the over-garment being the cowl, beneath
which 15 the Black scapular. He changes it
only onee in two weeks. The frequent use of
the bath, as tending to hoidonsness, is forbid.
den him, especially if he be young. His diet
is vagetables, fruit, honey, cider, cheess, 2od
brown bread. Only when sick or inficm may
he take even fish or eggs.  His table-service is
pewter, plain sarthernware, a beavy wooden
spoon and fo1k of his own making, aod the
bottorn of 2 broken bottle for a salt.celler, If
he wears the white cowl, he eats but one sach
frugal repast a day doring pan of the year;
if' the brown robe, and therefoie required to
do more work, he has hesides this meal an
carly moming luccheon called % mixt.” He
renpunces alt elaim to his own person, ail right

over his own powers. “T am a5 wax,” he ex-
claimps; “mold me as you will.” By the law
of his patron saint, if commanded to do thin
100 hard, or even impossible, he must stll
underizke them.

For the leazt violations of the rules of his
order; for committing & mistake while recit-
ing a psalm, responsoty, antiphon, ot lesson ;
for giving out one note instead of another,
or aaying deminns instead of demree o for
breaking or losing anything, or committin
any fault while engaged in any kind of w
in kitchen, pantry, bakery, garden, trade, ar
buzinezs — he muost humble bimself and make
public satislaction forthwith., Nay, mow:
each by his vows is forced to become his
brother's keeper, and to proclaim him publicly
in the commuoity chapter for the slightest
overt trensgression.  For charity's sake, how.
ever, he may not judge meolives nor make
vague gentral charges.

The Trappist does not walk beyond the
inclasures eacept Ly perissior.  He must
repress all those meflably tender yearnings
that visit and vex the human heart in this
life. The death of the nearest kindred is not
ammounced to him. Forgotten by the world,
by him it iz forgotten. Yet not wholly. When
helays the Jashes of the scourge on his desh—
it may be on his carions bones— he does it
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not for his own sing alons, but for the sins of
the whale world ; and in his searching, self-
imposed bumiliations, thers 13 a silent, broad
ount-reaching of sympathetic effort in behall
of ail his kind. Sorrow may not depict iisell
freely on his face. If a suffering ivalid, he
st manifest no ioterest in the propress of his
malady, fee] no concern ing the result,
In his East hour, he 3ees ashes strewn upon the

A HOME OF THE SIZENT BROTHERFOOD,

been the realization of the infinite lovelines
and beauty of personsl purity; and the szint
o the desert was the apotheosis of the spirit-
ual man."” Hawever thismay be, here at Gath-
semaie you see one of the severest expressions
of its faith that the soul has ever given, cither
in ancient or in modern Gmes; and you cepse
to think of these men as members of 4 celig-
ious order, in the stody of them as exponents

LM THE SSIITHY-

Boor in the form of a cross, & thin scattering
of ztraw made over them, and hizs hody ex-
tended thereon tor die ; and from this hed
of death he knows it will be Lome on a bier
by his brethren and laid in the grave without
coifin or shroud.

YIL

Bvr who can judge such a life save him
wha has bived it? Who can say what un-
dreamt-of spiritual compensalions may not
come even m this present time 28 2 reward
for all bodily austerities ¢ What fine realities
may not body themselves forth to the eye of
the zoul, stramed of grossness, steadied Fom
worldiy agitation, and taught to gaze year
alter year mio the awitlness and mystery of
s own being and deep destiny 7 “{-lnnastiv
cism,” says Mr, Froude, % we believe to have

of a common humanity strugglinng with the
problem of itz relation to the Infinite, One
would wish to lay hold upon the latent ele-
ments of power and trzth and beauty in their
gystem which enables them to say with guiet
cheerlulness, “ Weare happy, perfectly happy."
Tao them there is no gloom.

Excepiing this cesseless war Lerween flesh
and spirjt, the abbey scems a peacefn] place.
i1z relations with the owatside world have al-
ways been kindly, During the dvil war jt was
undisturbed by the forces of each party. Food
and shelter it has never denied even to the
poorest, and it azks no compensation, accept-
g guch as the stranger may give. The savor
of good deeds extends beyond its walls, and
near by is a free school under 1t conirol,
where for more than 2 quarter of a century
boys of all creeds have been educated,
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THE GARDEN.

There comes some late autumeal aftemoon
when y¥ou are to leave the place. With a
strange feeling of farewell, you grasp the bhands
of those whom you have been given the privi.
lege of knowing, and walk slowly out past the
meek sacrstan, past the noiseless garden, past
the porters lodge and the misplaced rabbits,
past the dim avenuc of clms, past the great
iron gateway, and, walking along the seques.
tered raad until you have reached the sum.-
mit of o wooded knoll hall a mile away, tum
and loglk hack. Half 2 mile! The distanee is
mfinite! Thelast mys of the sun seem handl
ableto reach the pale cross an the spire whicﬁ
anon f(ades jnto the sky:; and the monastery
bell, thar sends its mellow tones across the
shadowy landscape, is rung (rom an imme-
mgrial past.

It iz the hour of the Compline, the Sxir,
and the Augedes —the Jast of the seven services
that the Trappist holds between 2z o'clock in
the momiy and this hour of early nightfall,
Standing alone¢ in the silent dackness you al-
Tow imagnaticn b CaiTy you Once move into
the church. You sit inone of the galleries anl
lock down upon the stalls of the rmonks ranged
along the walls of the vave. There is no hght
except the feelle gleam of a single low red
cresset that swings ever-'t:-urnin% Lelore the
altar. ¥ou can just discern 2 long line of
nameless dusky figures ¢reep forth from the
deeper gloom and glide noiselessly inta their
seats. You listen to the rearns plenes gravr
fate — those long, level notes with sorrowful
cadences and measured pauses, sung by a full,
unfaltering choros of voices, old and young.
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Lt is the song that smate the heart of Bossuet
with such sadness in the desert of Nommandy
two and a half centuries ago,

Anon by some ungeen hand two tall candles
are lighted on the altar. The singing is hushed,
Froem the ghostly line of white-robed fathers
a shadowy fizure suddenly moves towards the
spot o the middle of the church where the
bell-rope hangs, and with slow, weird move-
rents rings the solemn bell until it 6lls the
cold, gray arches with quiveting sound. One
will nat in a lifetime forget the impressiveness

A MAN'S REPROACH.

of the scene — the long tapering shadaws that
stretch out over the dimly lighted, polished
flosr from this figure silhouetted against the
brighter]ig:;mmthe altar beyond ; thebowed,
muveless 5 of the monks in brown almost
indizcemible in the gloom; the spectral gla-
wour reflacted from the robes of the bowed
fathers in white; the ghastly, suffering scene
of the Saviour, strangely luminous in the glare
of the tall candles, It is the daijly climax in
the devotions of the Old Wordd monks at
Gethsemane.
Famer Lane Afen.
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A MAN'S REPROACH.

WHEH inte oy life you came
You gave me no ine, yai still
Dage  charge on you the shame

OF a pledge you have failed to fulhl.

Said not each tone of your voice,
Said not &zch look of vour eye,

# Measure my truth at your choice;
Na means of proof I deny.”

Was it for nothing your glance

Held itzelf, fiame pure, to mine ?
Needed there speech b enhance

The steength of its promise divine ?

Was there no pledge in that smile,
Drazzling beyond all eclipse ?

Only God measures your guiie
When you could lie with those lips!

You fail me,in spite of it all,

And smile that no promise you break.
No word you have need to recall ;

Your s€lf i= the vow you lorsake !

Ardy Sotes,




